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James Doyle
 
My Name Is Legion





back  and forth  
frantically trying to stitch together
 white and blue
 
with  the thread of sight.
I
 
stand knee-deep in the ocean.
The bottoms of my feet balance
 on volcanoes, holding down islands
 that dream of
 
air. My leggings are salt.
I have been here so long I
 
know  
everything is about to end. Someone is
 always getting ready to write. I
 
will  
dictate another book of beasts and angels.
I will say I am the axis
 
that has held together earth and sky
 from the beginning. But it is time
 to close my eyes and flex my legs.
I will say that this was all
 
an experiment gone 
bad.
 I am  
tired of waiting for my petri dishes  
to blossom with the right answers.




words. The  truth  is  
I am the father of lies. The truth
 
is
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My sight scatters across floor
 
and
 ceiling like a swarm of  cockroaches  
in the light. My legs erode. I
 
wear  
flayed skin for 
my
 robes of empire.
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